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Author's Notes: 
A small piece that | wrote in a couple of minutes. | find Per Yngve Ohlin to be an exceptionally complex 


character to write for, but interesting none the less. 


My head tipped ever so slightly as the car rounded a sharp corner. My limp body was sprawled out across 
the backseat of the car that was taking me to my house. One of my arms rested against my chest that 
occasionally rose and fell, while the other couldn't resist the pull of gravity luring it off the edge of the seat. 
My legs bent at the knees, so they would fit in the back, though they appeared to be haphazardly stuffed in, 
with the rest of me. 


The crown of my head found support propped up in the crease where the edge of the window seat and the 
door met. The position allowed me to see out the window, only enough to catch glimpses of the streetlights 
fighting against the post midnight sky. My eyes caught everything as a glare, or a blur; they refused to focus 
on anything. | let them do what they wanted, much like the rest of my body that | let assume the strength of 


a ragdoll 


The radio began to cut out more frequently, as the woods seemed to become denser. The static resembled the 
feeling of the hollow space in my skull. My eyes wandered over my being countless times, relishing in the 


surreal moment, where my body felt detached from me. 


There was still dirt underneath my fingernails. My cold hands lay in their relaxed position, and | felt a small pull 
on my lips, a curt smile that | could not control. | looked like | had rose from the grave. That was half true, 
only my clothes did. | knew that if | had the pleasure of being in the grave, nothing in the world would be able 
to disturb my rest. | could finally feel at home. 


